526	A MODERN COMEDY
" It's like No-Man's Land in a smoke barrage ! " said
his guide.
" You're right.    Hallo !    Coming ! "
The horn sounded a yard off. A voice said : " Oh !
Michael! "
His face touched Fleur's in the window of the cab.
" Just a second, darling. There you are, my friend, and
thanks awfully ! Hope you'll get home ! "
" I've 'ad worse nights out than this. Thank you, Cap-
tain ! Wish you and the lady luck." There was a sound
of feet shuffling on, and the fog sighed out: " So long ! "
" All right, sir," said the hoarse voice of Michael's cab-
man. " I know where I am now. First on the left, second
on the right. I'll bump the curb till I get there. Thought
you was swallered up, sir ! "
Michael got into the cab, and clasped Fleur close. She
uttered a long sigh, and sat quite still.
" Nothing more scaring than a fog! " he said.
" I thought you'd been run over ! "
Michael was profoundly touched.
" Awfully sorry, darling. And you've got all that beastly
fog down your throat. We'll drown it out when we get
in. That poor chap was an ex-Service man. Wonderful
the way the English keep their humour and don't lose
their heads."
" I lost mine ! "
"Well, you've got it back," said Michael, pressing it
against his own to hide the emotion he was feeling.
" Fog's our sheet-anchor, after all. So long as we have
fog, England will survive." He felt Fleur's lips against
his.
He belonged to her, and she couldn't afford to have
him straying about in fogs or Foggartism ! Was that
the	? And then he yielded to the thrill.

